BY ORDER OF THE SHAH

crept over the faces of the policemen. We blustered and
stormed. We raged and fumed. We protested. We
pleaded. We told them in English, which they did not
understand, exactly what we thought of them and of their
female relations. The D.P. was in his element. He began
a fierce tirade on 'the iniquities of their pernicious system,
with sufficient blood about to make a battle royal.

That was enough. Actually, too much. By the time
we had finished giving them a piece of our mind, those
policemen changed theirs completely, but, by your leave,
the wrong way! All of us must go to the hospital. Do
as we would, we had to retreat for the time being. They
had our passports. Equipped with a guide, we motored
about a mile until we were brought up short by some large
iron gates. The D.P. was not the man to be stopped by
a little matter like that.

"Open!" he commanded.

An incredulous look swept over the faces of guide and
porter, who stood rooted to the spot. Whatever the force,
this time the object was clearly immovable. We accepted
the inevitable, and deemed it wiser and quicker to get out
and walk through the wicket gate. Once inside, we told
Ferdinand to seek the whereabouts of the doctor, Two
or three inmates appeared. Someone seemed anxious to
guide our footsteps towards the eastern wing of the large
building, and bowed us through a doorway. It was the
same old story. There were the chairs, the table, and the
inevitable couch. Apart from those, the cupboard was
bare. There was no doctor. We could hear the rattle
of tea being prepared.

"Where is the doctor?" demanded the IXP, "Go and
get the doctor! The Doctor! The Doctor! Tell him,
Ferdinand. For heaven's sake, tell him we want the
doctor at once. This minute! Now!"

Apparently the gentleman in question was operating
on some unfortunate, but he might not be long. Would
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